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she said. " But, you see, I can't believe it. I can't believe
any of it. I can only believe that I'll make a terrible mess
of things and that you'd better go away while there's still
time/'

Ah ! that was a wonderful day! He hoped Adela would
know some days like that.

He ambled over to his table where the lamp made a
circle of light on the papers he had spread out ready for
work. As always, he laid the handkerchief and the phial of
nitrite of amyl ready to hand. Then he sat down and took
up his pen, his mind moving back into the far-off days of
Tanner v. Urquhart. It had been an amusing case. Both
the parties were so shrewd and witty. Never had the papers-
enjoyed such a galaxy of epigram and repartee. But it was
no good. He couldn't deal with it to-night. It was all to&
much mixed up in his mind with Elizabeth and Fountain
Court. He would go out. Let Robinson think what he
liked: he would go out into the garden and cool his mind
in the moonlight.

He went softly down the stairs, enjoying the sense of
/conspiring with himself to defeat the watchful Robinson.
Anyway, the fellow should be going to bed by now, if not
already there. He left the front door open behind him, so
that there should be no betraying click, propped it open
with an absurd brass dog kept there for the purpose. The
rhododendrons that Elizabeth had loved so much were a
dream in the samite moonshine : a great bank of the ghosts
of opals, without fire or irridescence, He sat 'in the wicker
chair under the lime and could almost hear the crust of the
world gently contracting as the fiery heat of the day gave
up its breath. He thought that he might still build the
fountain. On such a night as this, with the jet collapsing
into the basin, and all those dreaming flowers for back-
ground !

He thought of nothing else but the bomb of anguish that
exploded suddenly in his breast. Instinctively his hand went
to his waistcoat pocket, and his last conscious thought was :
I'm finished. I left them on the table. He held on to the arms
of the chair and shuddered in agony.

Robinson blew out his lamp, went to draw back the
curtains from his open window. He looked out on to the
bluish light falling upon the lawn, with the black shadow
of the tree at the heart of. it, and then started with